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More hopefully his nephew's title on
Than leave it for the spoil of hungry hands
That would make war upon our present state,
Unseat the rule of stablished things, unmake
The counsel and the creed whereby we stand,
And Scotland with us, firm of foot and free
Against the whole face of the weaponed world:
But this boy's crown shall be a golden ring
To hoop and hold our state and strength in one
And with the seemly name of king make sure
The rent bulk of our labouring commonwealth
And solder its flawed sides; his right of reign
Is half our gift who reign in him, and half
His heritage of blood, whose lineal name
Shall not by note of usurpation strike
With strangeness or offence the world's wide ear
That hears a Stuart our prince's uncle crowned
In the dead child's succession, and this state
Made safe in him and stable to sustain
What chance abroad may range or breed at home
Of force to shake it.

Maitland.               While the child lives yet,

A nearer hope than of his father's kin
Looks fairer on us; yet in that life's wreck
This rope might hold at need.

Morton.                                Ay, or we fall,

Who stand against the house of Hamilton
In this man's name; his kinsman Ruthven, Mar,
Myself and Athol, who sustain his cause
Against their part alone.